

























































wa : " | There can be no better device for popularising SHAKSPEARE, 
2 uu! especially among the educated classes, who talk so much yet 
know so little of the “‘ Divine Wi1am,” than that of issuing 
his plays and poems in small-pocketable and, therefore, conveniently 
portable volumes, so clearly printed as to offer the least possible 
difficulty to almost any sight, with or without glasses. The travel- 
ling student will admit that in The Temple Edition of Shakspeare 
(published by Dent & Co., of Aldine House), with its historical 
and literary prefaces, its instructive notes and useful glossary, he 
has, at a merely trifling cost, the means ready to hand of insuring 
to himself for every journey the best companionship in the world. 
Quoth the Baron—‘ Read One of the Grenvilles, a novel writ by 
S. R. Lysaeut, and published by Messrs. Macu1Luan & Co. in one 
volume.” His characters, and his brief analysis of them indi- 
vidually in various phases of their career, ave as amusing as his 
story is interesting. His two principal male characters do not 
deserve to be enrolled in fiction as ‘‘ heroes,’’ nor has either of 
2 : his “‘ heroines” any right to a rank superior to that of ordinary 

“aye, EEG ey girls more or less in love. But it is to the touching story of Mad 
PNY ft, {Pore Y; and her besotted father, the character of the philosophic Roger, 
iW Y ‘ with his love of gipsy-like life, and his perfect contentment with 
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{0 hy Ii\ (= = his freedom as a bachelor, and, above all, to the scenes on board 
i} fh\\ = The Pegasus, with its delightful group of characters, the old 
a l ] Yj Admiral and his staunch friends, the swivel-eyed lieutenant, 
i Zag | 4 Nance. his niece, and the obstinate old Colonel, that this novel 

’ must Owe its present success and its permanent place as ‘one 
of the best.”” The chapter in which the warm-hearted old Captain's 
last cruise is described, approaches that masterpiece of simple 
pathos, the death of Colonel Newcome. 

Whilst others root out poor Louis STEvENsON’s waste-paper 
| basket, and publish unconsidered trifles, unfinished stories, or— 
according to my Baronite’s prejudice—worse still, yoke him in 
labour with persons who have no claim to the distinction save the 
incongruous one of marriage connections, Messrs. CHATTO AND 
| Winpus_ go back to some of his earliest and best works, 
reproducing them in handy and cheap form. Of these are An 
Inland Voyage and Travels with a Donkey, books which started an 
| unknown young man on the path of fame. There is nothing new 
to be said in the way of comment about these old familiar friends. 
Those who have read the books before will read them again in 


A DIVERSION OF MEANING. their new attire. Those who have never read them have joy at hand. 
Smart House-maid, ‘So you ARE THE NEW GARDENER, ARE YOU ? | A The Cardinal's Page (CHAPMAN AND Hatt), by James Baker. 











WELL, YOU LOOK PRETTY DIRTY, I MUST say !” hem! ‘Not to-day, Baker.” It is a romance, tempo 1415, 
Gardener. ‘AH, BUT OL LOOKS A LOT PRETTIER CLANE !” | dated within the first half of the fifteenth century ; equa 

| strange medieval language must bs looked for, and, when found, 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. made a note of. Of such there be, m this book, many queer 


examples, among which will be found the word “ squash’’: not, 
A Diplomatist’s Wife in Japan (Hutcutnson) has made the | however, in connection with the modern beverage concocted of 
world brighter by sending from home to home, as she prettily | lemon and ice imbibed per a straw, but as expressive of the conse- 
puts it, a batch of chatty letters. Nothing better illustrating | quence to a falling human body precipitated through space down- 
social life in Japan is known to my Baronite, who happens to| wards into a charnel pit. Pleasant, very. But this is only an 
be familiar with the people and the places, and is interested to learn | incidents] horror just to whet the appetite: and at those who 
that the old P. & O. Steamer Verona, in which fifteen years ago he | love to sup, dine, lunch, or even breakfast on such “ raw material,” 
also steamed through the Inland Sea, is yet at her post. Mrs.| the Baron winks his other eye, and says, ‘‘there’s more where 
Fraser has been fortunate in enlivening her own sparkling style | that comes from.” The story begins well, and during the earlier ; 
with the reproduction of some 250 sketches, many by Japanese | chapters the interest of the story is sustained; but anon ‘tis lost } 
artists. There are some delightful little things by Kyosa1, which |in the hurly-burly of fighting, shouting, butchering, banging, 
in their humour, vividness, and power of producing effect by the | catapulting, bowing-end-arrowing, clanging, slashing, imprison- 
fewest strokes, are singularly like the work of one of Mr. Punch’s|ing, escaping, re-capturing, releasing, and da capo with con- 
young men. If our dear Pain May had been born a two-sworded | fusing variations through which the crafty Skipper will dodge { 
man—which Heaven forbade—he would have done work exactly | his wily way, endeavouring amid crowds of bewildering pages 
like these gems by the great Japanese artist. What with the|to discover what will ultimately become of the Cardinal’s page, t 
| pictures and the literary style of the letters we have here wafted | and what on earth has become of the Cardinal himself who plays | 
across the seas, not only scenes from life in Japan, but the very | hide-and-seek throughout the volume. Tue B. pe B.-W. 
ng in —_ they mare _ yublishers turn out the | 
two handsome volumes in a style worthy their contents. . — . : 
| } The latest volume of The Liberal Senses (42, Parliament | PRESS DEV ELOPMENTS. (A La MopE bE Paris.) 

4 Street) is what it modestly claims to be, a political record for the| The Germ—The President took a walk. Development.—The 
| year 1898. It is more than that. It is a storehouse of facts and | President visited the Foreign Office, from whence he dispatched 
figures bearing upon the questions of the day, indispensable to all | directions of a hostile character to the Court of St. James's, the 
who deal with public affairs. It is avowedly designed for the use | Quirinal, and Madrid. He next appeared at the War Office, 
| of Liberal towed wen and for those who go down to the country in | where he signed commissions in blank for ‘ simple soldiers” who 
trains to further the Liberal cause at by-elections. My Baronite, | had cheered the army; then to the Office of Marine, where he 
| looking through its pages, teeming with pointed extracts from | approved of twenty novel designs for submarine boats. Then he 
— speeches delivered in both political camps, believes it to be not | had a long interview with the Russian Ambassador, and arranged 
| ess precious to the Unionist seeker after truth and timely illus- | for the partition of China, the annexation of Egypt, and the esta- 
tration of his argument. It also, and this not the least service, | blishment of the Tsar at Calcutta. He ended his day by employ- 
teaches him what topics to avoid. A marvel and a_ model | ing the whole of his secretarial staff in taking steps for a general 
| of the boiling down of the political chatter of the year. Nothing | war—the Paris Exhibition, however, not to be interfered with, and 

( 
| 




















important seems to be left out. Yet, including a record and diary | the prosperity of France to be secured. 

of political events, all is compact within 580 pages. Wherein lurks| The Truth.—The President took a walk. 
& moral for hon. and right hon. gentlemen who think it impossible; * ; 
being on their legs, to deliver their message within the space of an| Business.—‘‘Acngrsz Kelk-chose,” telegraphed Sir W-Lu-m AGN-w 
hour. A full index crowns an edifice of rarely good design and | from the sunny South of France, in time to secure some of the 
workmanship. | best at a recent sale of valuable pictures. 
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INCLOSURE 


We: ’RE WITH you!” 











**BeT AWAY, DEAR Doy ! 


““ SANCTUARY.” 
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Her Husband (going on the Continent), ‘*Look HERE, ARABELLA, FROM NOW YoU AND I WILL SPEAK NOTHING BUT FRENCH.” 


Arabella, “ Out.” 


Her Husband. ‘* Wuar vip you say?” 








THE MORAL DOCTOR. 


| [‘‘ The palmist of the future will attain the proud 
position of a moral doctor. He will preside over 

the cradle of the infant, and by an exact reading of 

| the puny hands, determine the career of future 
generations.’'— Westminster Gazette. | 


A MORAL doctor I, 
A man of palms and fingers, 
Who read the fate that lingers 
In misty by-and-by. 


Then bring your babes to me, 
I'll read with art most magic, 
Their futures, bright or tragic, 

According to my fee. 


This infant—(half-a-crown, 

And not a penny more for him !) 
My tears are trickling down 

At what I see in store for him. 
I fancy he will be 
Addicted much to vanity, 

And here a cross I see 

That indicates insanity. 
At school he ’ll take to cribs, 

And peccadilloes numerous; 
He 'll break a dozen ribs, 

And dislocate a humerus. 
This Mount of Mars portends 

A very Satan’s limbinall; * 
He ‘ll murder all his friends 

And die a hopeless criminal. 


A very different future here ! 
(A guinea fee to start withal.) 
A talent singularly clear, 
A genius for art withal ; 
Dramatic instinct too is found, 
And language, not inferior 





To WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE, I'll be 
bound, 
And possibly superior. 
Yet one must be most circumspect 
To train him up judiciously ; 
The least appearance of neglect, 
And all will turn out viciously. 
He wants a wise and loving friend 
My treatment to enforce for him— 
I cordially recommend 
My fifty-guinea course for him. 


A moral doctor I, 
A man of palms and fingers, 
Who read the fate that lingers 
In misty by-and-by. 








WHAT PRICE CRAWLERS? 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—I thought that the 
Commissioner of Police had determined to 
put his foot down on crawlers. Judge then 
of my surprise when standing by the 
Shaftesbury Fountain at Piccadilly Circus 
(which has been apparently erected for the 
benefit of flower vendors, newspaper boys, 
and general loafers), when I counted to-day 
within the space of five minutes no less 
than thirty-three creeping cabs impeding 
the general traffic. Six, and even eight, 
empties followed one another in a line. I 
suppose, after all, itis a question of Hansom 
is as Hansom does, and Scotland Yard does 
not care a shilling fare what happens to the 
nervous pedestrian. Again, behold in sup- 
port of this theory, the Clapham and Bays- 
water roads on Sunday mornings. 

Your obedient but scared servant, 

THomas TODDLER. 
Trippington Lodge, S.W. 





THE KILT. 


|**The Christian Association of Paterson, New 
Jersey, have refused to let their hall to a Scotch 
Society . . . . they entertain a moral objection to 
the kilt.’"—Glasgow Herald. | 


Scots, wha hae the kiltie worn, 
Scots, wha laugh the breeks to scorn 
As but fit for Cockney-born, 
Wi’ his sorry shanks, 
Hae ye heard th’ insultin’ lie ? 
Let the traitor Yankees die ! 
Up and smite them, hip and thigh! 
Up and smite the Yanks! 


Gin a man, instead o’ legs, 

Gangs on shapeless wooden pegs, 

Dinna blame him, gin he begs 
Breeks tae hide his shame ; 

But wha boasteth shapely shoon, 

Comely calf an’ knee sae broun, 

Let him show to a’ the toun 
That he has the same! 


Thae fause Yanks, wi’ knees 0’ snow, 

Why are they for eryin’ “ Oh!” 

’Tis because they daurna show 
How their legs are built. 

Weel, their wrath we will defy, 

In their prudish ears we ‘ll cry, 

‘* Breeks may vanish, trews may die, 
Live the bonny kilt!” 








“Tue RETURN OF THE WANDERER.’ — 
Mr. ArtHur Roserts “ dreamt that he dwelt 
in Music Halls,” of which he was once “the 
hope and the pri-i-ide,” and so he has now 
returned thither, and been heartily weleomed 
after his long absence in Stage-land. 
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‘* WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH JACK’S NEW 


ZX | 
af - AZ * 
ENA ” " é 


| 


rHE BELL!” | 


Horse? He won’r sTART.” 
**Don’r KNOW; BUT THEY SAY HE’S BEEN IN AN OMNIBUS. 


PERHAPS HE'S WAITING FOR 








MR. PUNCH’S DRAMATIZED NOVELS. 
A LADY OF QUALITY. By Mrs. Hopeson Buryert. 


(An alternative Version to that now being presented at the 
"Comedy Theatre.) 
ACT I.—Scene—The Smoking-room at Wildairs. Sir GEOFFREY 
WILparrs is sitting over the fire reading tie ‘* Spectator.” Enter 
Cio Witparrs in “ rationals.’” PERIOoD—1899. 


Clo. Hullo, Dad. You here ? 
Sir Geoffrey (testily). Yes. 
Clo. Pretty bobbish ? 

Sir Geoffrey. I can’t think 
expressions, CLORINDA. 
bad form. 

Clo. Ah, we ’ve changed all that. | 

Sir Geoffrey (with some heat). So it appears. ‘‘ Where are the 
skirts of yesteryear?” (Sighs.) I do think, CLo, you might keep 
those breeches of yours for the drawing-room. In the smoking- 
room they are positively indelicate. 

Clo. Think so? Funny old Dad! 

Sir Geoffrey. In my young days... . 

Clo (yawns). I say, Dad, I wish you wouldn't be so reminiscent. 
Why refer so often to a deplorable past ? Much better be modern 
like me. I don’t object to your wearing trousers ! 

Sir Geoffrey (rising angrily). Upon my word... . 

Clo. Sit down, Dad. I’ve got some news for you. 
you think I met this morning ? 

Sir Geoffrey. I’m sure I don’t know. Some one disreputable, I 
suppose. 

Clo. Sir Joun Oxon. I had a boxing-match with him at the 
Cock and Hen Club. Such fun. I knocked him out at the end of 
the third round. 

Sir Geoffrey. Good Heavens! A boxing-match ? 

Clo. Of course. Why not? Girls must do something, you | 
know, besides darning stockings. 

Sir Geoffrey. But you don’t darn stockings. 

Clo. Quite right, Dad. No really nice girl ever darns now. 
not the thing. 


IV. | 


f 
a 


where you pick up those slang | 
In my day they were considered very | 


Whom do 


It’s 


breeches are a mistake—for me, I mean. 


| 
Sir Geoffrey. Look here, CLORINDA. 


Do you want to marry Sir 
JoHN Oxon? 
I should think I did. 


Cio. Rather! 

Sir Geoffrey. Then I'll give you a piece of advice. Give up | 
rational dress and boxing-matches, and all that kind of thing. No 
man will marry a girl who knocks him out at the end of the third | 
round. It isn’t likely. 

Clo. Jove, I believe you’re right. 


Farewell, rational dress, | 
I’m afraid I shall have to give you up. Thanks for the hint, Dad. | 
[ll go upstairs and put on skirts. 


ACT II.—Scene—The Rose Garden. A sun-dial in the centre of 
the stage. Enter Clo, gorgeously attired in skirts. 
Clo. Will he come? I wonder. I believe Papa was right, and 
i Jack and I haven't seen 
so much of each other lately, and I can’t say I have ever detected 
in him the least tendency to propose. There heis. Hi! Jack! 
(Enter furtively, Sir Joann Oxon. On seeing Cio, he attempts to 
go out again, but his cowrage fails him, and he advances | 
sheepishly. 
Oxon. Is that you, CLo ? 
Clo. Of course it is. You know we always used to meet here by 
the sun-dial. 
Oxon (aside). Worse luck. 
Clo (aside). He doesn’t seem very glad to see me. 
Oxon. It’s a fine day. 
Clo. Ripping ! 
Oxon (aside). Ripping! What an expression for a young lady 
to use! 
Clo (aside). This won’t do. I must bring him to the point. 
(Aloud.) I say, Jack. When are we going to be married ? | 
Oxon. Married! My dear Cro. What an idea. 
Clo (angrily). It’s a very reasonable idea. 
Oxon (curtly). Sorry I can’t agree with you. 
Clo (ominously). Take care. 
Oxon (edging away from her so as to place the sun-dial between them). 
Keep your temper, Cxo, or I shall go away. | 
Clo. What ’s your objection to marrying me ? 
Oxon (jestingly). Well, you see, if I marry a wife, I want to be 
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| able to beat her. Whereas, if I married you, you would be able to! 
beat me. 
| Clo (insinuatingly). But I shouldn’t do it, Jack, really. 
| Oxon. I’m not so sure. “eng 
Clo (crossing to his side of the sun-dial. He dodges andygets the 
| other side). You used to be fond of me, Jack. (Reproachfully. 
| Oxon (blandly). I’m immensely fond of you, CLo, but marriage! 
Clo (passionately). You shall marry me. I'll make you. 
Clenches her fists. | 
Oxon. I tell you I won't. That’s flat. 
| Clo. Villain! [Rushes at him. He dodges round the sun-dial. 
| Oxon. Ah, would you! 
Clo. Just wait till I get at you! 
Oxon (still dodging as she pursues). Not if I know it. 
Clo. Coward! You knowI can’t catch you in these skirts. If| 
I only had on my rationals! 
Oxon. But you haven’t. [Mops perspiration from his brow. Exit. 
Clo. Why did I change my clothes in the First Act? It was all 
| Papa’s fault. Ill give it him whenI get home. [FE vit viciously. 
| ACT III.—Scene—The Drawing-room at Wiidairs. There is a\ 
ball in progress, but the quests are all in another room. Enter 
cautiously Sir Joun Oxon. 


Oxon. Safe at last. Nobody here. Cto has been following me | 
| about all the evening. These modern women are so determined. | 
| By Jove! here she comes. If she finds me here she’ll murder me. | 
.” (Crawls under a large sofa just as she enters with the Duke 

of OSMONDE. 
| Osmonde. At length we are alone. Miss Wiuparrs, I have some- 

thing particular to ask you. 
| Clo. What is it, Duke ? 
Osmonde. Ever since I saw you in the hunting field, when you 
| wore rational dress, and rode over the hounds, I have passionately 
| admired you. Will you be my wife? 

Clo (aside). A proposal at last, and from a Duke too. (Aloud, 
| coyly.) This is very sudden, Duke. 

Osmonde. Ah, I have been too rash, too presumptuous. I will 
|goaway. .. . (Going. 
| Clo (hastily, grasping him by the coat-tails). No, you don’t, 

Duke. I am yours. 
| Osmonde (kissing her rapturously). My darling! 

[While they embrace, Sir JoHN Oxon emerges cautiously from 
under the sofa. 

| Clo. Who’s that ? 

| Ozon. Itis I, Sir Joun Oxon. I thought it would be safe to 

| face you now. 

| Osmonde. Safe ? 

Oxon. Yes. She proposed to me this morning, and when I 
refused her she wanted to knock me down, but as she’s accepted 
| you now, I suppose she won’t want me any more. 
| Clo (seizing him by the collar). Now I’ve got you. (Shakes him | 
violently.) Leave us, Duke. This gentleman and I have some- 

thing to say to one another. [Exit Duke. 
| Oxon (whimpering). I say, shut up, Co. You're throttling me. 

Clo. I'll do worse than throttle you. 

Sitting down on sofa, and grasping a slender riding whip. 

Oxon (in horror). CLo! What are you going to do? 

Clo (grimly). Youll see. (Turns him over her knee and proceeds 
to whip him soundly.) I'll teach you to tell people I proposed to you. 

[Burst of musie drowns Sir Joun’s shrill cries as doors open 
and guests troop in from ball-room. Tableau. Curtain. 











THE EIGHTS AT PUTNEY. 


FiinG out the flags at Putney, the hour is drawing near, 
The hour beycnd all other hours the greatest of the year, 
When with a swish and rattle, and straining side by side, 
Loosed from the leash the ships leap past on Father Thames’s tide. 


The morning fogs at Putney are bitter in the mouth, 

And bitter when the night draws on the weary oarsman’s drouth ; 
And, oh, the chill nor’-easters they lash vou like a whip, 

| When doggedly you drive the boat from'Putney to the “ Ship.” 


But wearily or cheerily the day’s work must be done, 

Or blanketed by clinging mists, or smiled on by the sun; 

| And, though the blast beat fiercely and white-caps break in foam, 
Swing out and, oh, swing back to it, and sweep the finish home. 
Now feet upon the stretchers and balance as you swing, 
And reach, reach, reach, my merry men, and take it with a spring: 
|Your hearts may thump, your muscles ache, your breath come | 
short and fast, | 
Yet keep it long and row it strong, and hold it to the last. 


The Brotherhood of Oarsmen, the noblest in the land, 
Ancients of Cam and Isis, shall clasp you by the hand, 


_— 
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“SHE WAS NOT A GOLFER.” 


Husband. ‘‘ WHAT ON EARTH HAS HAPPENED TO MY Driver?” 
Wife. ‘‘On, 1 COULDN’r FIND THE HAMMER, SO I USED THAT 
THING, It WASN’T MUCH USE, THOUGH.” 





Who when the fight is finished will tell with glowing face 
The story of your glory and the record of your race. 


So, by the golden memories encrusted thick with gems, 

The gallant deeds of men who won or lost upon the Thames, 
By all the high traditions bequeathed from sire to son, 

Go forth prepared to do or die when W1LLAN fires the gun. 








Music.—Sir ALEXANDER MACKENZIE, whom we congratulate on 
getting over the “ influenzie,” is coming out strong at the Philhar- 
monic with his piano-fortissimo players. There’s M. SAPELLNIKOFF, 
difficult to write, still more to pronounce correctly ; Mr. L. Bor- 
WICK, with all the powder so associated with the name; and the cele- 
brated Irishman from the fair land of Poland, yclept Pappy Rewsk1. 
There’s a Russian Composer, whose name we cannot either write 
or pronounce, but he’s on the list (and other pianists are on the 
Liszt too, with variations), and he ends in “orr.”’ Plenty of 
variety, so that the music-loving public may go there and get its 
‘“*Phil.”” May a full Phil be rewarded by promises fully fulfilled. 





TO THE G.C.R. 


[Tbe M-rvlebone terminus of the Great Central Railway was formally 
openei on March 9.] 


WE welcome you to London as the latest Road of Iron— 
To Marylebone your terminus has found its way at length ; 
Here’s greeting from the Johnian glades that-classic ‘‘ Lorp's’”’ 
environ, 
While Regent’s Park, Tussaup’s and Zoo -salute you in full 
strength! 
ee may your lines be from henceforth, and cast in pleasant 
aces, 
hadloae your way be permanent, your good luck be the same! 
Then, running Be: fad shall you win the autumn railway races 
And boom initials which denote a really first-class name. 
But why “ Hotel Great Central’? Do we talk of Temple Middle, 
Museum British, Palace Crystal, Theatre Drury Lane ? 
Why Gallic ways of naming are in fashion is a riddle— 
It is another pin-prick to bewilder Joun Butt’s brain ! 
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My throat is found to falter, 
A languor takes my limbs ; 

I scarce enjoy my old — iad 
Of jumping on the Rand, 

Since you, who loved Pautina, 
Now hold Another's hand. 





I must admit that beauty 
Is not my leading trait ; 
My voice, I grant, is fluty, 
My manner far from gay ; 
Yet had your pride been satisfied 
With something plain but chaste, 
You would not now be grasping 
Cecrita by the waist! 
































What has she done to win you 
To those colossal charms, 
If I have failed to pin you 
In these compelling arms ? 
If Virtue’s arts can conquer hearts, 
What of the shining grace 
I shewed when she sent privily 
To spoil my speaking face ? 








Though false, as you are gifted, 
Though somewhat indiscreet, 
I doubt if passion lifted 
My Wuu1aM off his feet ; 


~ —) “=, “4 i a i, This was no plight of love at sight ; 
a) OaNE £7 ; : —.- You bartered venal vows, 

2) — i 

‘aa Bice 





I 
\ 


She for her Cape-to-Cairo, 


dy 
A xy 
AN . * . 
aS You for your Kiel-to-Cowes. 


\\ 
\ Badly I burn for love's return, 

Ah! send me one more wire ! 

One little line of solace 
To help me to expire ; 

Else am I left a thing bereft 
To wail my widowed lot ; 

Here, where you lately loved me, 
Where now you like me not! 








Query AS TO TiTLEs.—There are Law 
Lords, Temporal Lords and Spiritual. Are 
there any Arithmetical Lords besides ** Lord 
Appineton”’? Is there a “Lord Svs- 
TRACTINGTON "? anywhere about? A * Mar- 
quis of Muttie.tyincton”’ or “ Duke of 
DrvisIoNsHIRE’’? If so, they are not men- 
tioned in WaHrtTTaKER’s Windsor Peerage, 

|nor in Burke. 











LYRICAL OUTRAGES. 
VI.—A ConunpRUM. 
Au! Burglar Bru, the hour is still, 
Night wraps the square and street, 
And, well I wis, the peeler is, 
AT THE PREMIERE. Or should be, on his beat. 
, The cat that lay asleep all day 
ady ib Vront vow (lo her Tei er. , s Ce P ( ect t Ad), * s T s | '" . : 4 
iM L t Front f , f A rN ighbe ihe tommrds th — Y Ls nore — b ~ Prono Pours forth a love-song shrill, 
c ; JUST : INj— rou K a : 2s SEE : PAYING - 
arr aa Bann Seo hs - P- cae oe ~ oe Vs That echoes miles along the tiles, 
. SS Ss 0 0 4 . 
a “ cages = gh . - 3ut where is Burglar Bru ? 
Her Neighbour. ‘*Ou, I Expect HE’s A Critic. HE’s PROBABLY MADE UP HIS MIND But ~ = 
| LONG AGO WHAT HE'S GOING TO SAY OF THE PIECE; BUT HE’S JUST DROPPED IN TO CONFIRM | 
} HIS Suspicions.” 





The village maid ‘“steals’’ through the 
shade 
Ik tire the faded wi Nor she alone, I fear ; 
"LIN <-RUGER eep entire the faded wire | Yet Beauty shy is sought not by 
PAULINA KRU GER In which you told your love! f The industrious Cavalier.* 
TO HER FALSE LOVE WILLIAM, oy “ol -—. vpn kn ~~ the air The safe that late contained the plate, 
; _ a ast that enchanted door, The newlv- tied till, 
WHOo HAS JILTED HER FOR CgcrLiaA Ru-p-s. Whon yon who whed and wooed me 1e newly-emptied ti 


: m Seem to confess his old ** address *’— 
Now woo and wire no more ? But where is Burglar Bru ? 








(After a Song of O’ Shaughnessy’'s.) 


Has Spring ignored the crocus Ah! once in haleyon weather 
And nipped the carly bird, We hinted, each to each, 
Or to my optic focus How we would bathe together 
Has anything occurred ? On Delagoa beach ; MonuMENTAL ALIENATION.—Le Marquis 
My spitit flits in broken bits Not sundering lands nor burning sands | p’ANVELL wishes to know if only “the 
_About this humble cot, Should keep us out of touch ; works of deceased artists” are exhibited at 
Since you who lately loved me You blew me German kisses, the “‘ Graves Galleries.” 
Now own you like me not. And I replied with Dutch ! 


Within my linen-closet, In vain I seek my psalter RESULT OF A Recent Lawsvuit.— Tout est 
Lavender strewn above, And hum congenial hymns ; | perdu plus l’ Honor. 


* Chevalier d’industrie. 
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CAPE TO CAIRO. 


practical man”). 


“THEN, SIR, MAY I TAKE IT FOR GRANTED THAT YOU HAVE 
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NO OBJECTION TO OUR LINE RUNNING THROUGH YOUR PROPERTY ?” 


KaisER WILLIAM (quite equal to the occasion). “NONE WHATEVER. FOR 





A CONSIDERATION.” 
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THE PROBLEM. 


Sybil. ‘‘“Now, WHEN MAMMA SAYS IT’S BETTER TO BE GOOD THAN 
PREITY, I8 SHE TELLING A FIB, OR DOESN'T SHE KNOW?”, 








A Mutua, Benerit Socrery.—WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE foresaw 
the union of the L. C. & D. and the S. E. Lines when the wrote, 
** At home, meet in one line”’ (Vide King John, IV., 3), which will 
now be as the same Vates hath already expressed it, ‘ Lines of 
fair comfort” (Richard the Third, V., 2). These two single com- 
panies rolled into one will proceed, if not by “leaps and bounds,” 
which would be slightly unpleasant for the passengers, at least by 
a succession of ‘‘ Hops,” passing as they do through “ the Garden 
of England,” or rather, through “the Beer Garden” of England, 
which is Kent. On this notable coupling Mr. Punch has bestowed 
| his benison. 








BY AN OPPOSITIONIST AT ANY TIME. 


Eacu Government reminds me of the gout; 
‘* In’ it means mischief; it were better ** owt.” 














| 


| 


Mary Ann Keeley. 


Born at Ipswich, Novemper 22, 1805. Diep at Brompton, 
Marcu 12, 1899. 


Nay! Drape not, in mourning, that House in the Crescent, 
Whence Comedy’s merriest Spirit has fled ; 

One Link more is snapped, binding Past with the Present, 
So whisper! ** Alas! Mrs. Keguey is dead!” 


The life, Art has lost, just a Century covered, 
It was brave; it was gay; so ‘twere needless to sob; 
The Soul that, so long, o’er the playhouse, has hovered, 
Has flown off, to join her dear, faithful, old ‘‘ Bos!” 


Dear Memories cling, round her name, with affection, 
With you, oldest friend in the world, and with me ! 
We should vex her in passing, with tears, or dejection, 
So here’s to Jack Sheppard—the dashing and free ! 


What arange! From the sweetest Nerissa, to Audrey, 
From ** Smike” the pathetic to Nydia—blind ! 

No secamping with her, nothing vulgar, or tawdry, 
Art, Laughter, and Tears, in herself were combined. 


Lov’d nights at the Play! We remember them gaily, 
With genius—hers—that her ninety years tell ; 

She made DicxeEns live, with her impudent Bailey, 
Nor let JERROLD die, with her Polly Pall Mall. 


Ah me! But the leaves of Life’s Autumn are falling, 
I picture once more, that in Brompton I see, 

Old ‘‘ Bos”’ and the Missus, their triumphs recalling ; 
And hear LovisE KgE.ry sing Annabel Lee! 


Oh! Boys of the present, don’t sneer at our laughter ; 
Nor chase, with contempt, honest mirth from the land ; 
When theatres shook, from the pit to the rafter, 
Believe us, such Art as the KEELEYs was, Grand! 
Kind Soul! Oldest men, youngest children revered it, 
The ties that we cherished, are severed at last ! 
Love! Charity! Mirth! Recollection endeared it ! 
So! Prompter Ring Down! ‘ Mrs. KEELEY has passed 


9 
‘ 








A Puzzle. 
“ Strayed, Blue half-Persian Cat. Reward.’’—Zimes, March 15, 


Is it the head or tail half of this wonderful pussy which strayed, 
and what colour is the half which stopped at home? And as 
each half must have its fair and proper allowance of four-and-a- 
half lives, what will eventually become of the two half-lives if the 
two half-pussies never again foregather, and——. But Mr. Punch 
gives it up. A saucer of milk, please ! 





On M. Freycinet. 
THE proverb says fine words no oe butter. 
Should the French Minister of War then utter 
Startling or soothing words, shall Joun Butt say, 
“Oh, don’t mind him, he 's only ‘ phrasin’, eh’ ?” 





‘Automatic CouptinG.’’—Here are some questions for Mr. 
RircuiE: Firstly, Will a special service, by kind permission of His 
Grace of CANTERBURY, be permitted for these ‘ couplings”? 
Secondly, Will the Rev. Mr. Buack, who is so fond of giving an 
‘* object-lesson,”” be consulted on the subject? Thirdly, Can 
** automatic coupling ’”’ legally take place at a registrar’s office ? 



















The Vesuvius. The Golf Hat. The Rabbit. 


MR. PUNCH’S SUGGESTIONS FOR SPRING MILLINERY. 














The Query. The Apple Pie. The B.ll Hook.! 
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Vicar. ‘*‘ Wet, Gites, I'M GLAD TO HEAR 
AND I HOPE THIS ILLNESS WILL BE A LESSON 
yot 
< Giles. ‘*1 BE A-GOIN’ TO TURN OVER 
TO BE QUITE A TEETOTALER,.” 

Vicar. ** Au, GILES 


YOU ARF GOING 
ro you. 


ro TURN OVER A NEW LEAF, 
Now I SHOULD STRONGLY ADVISI 


tO TAKE THE PLEDGE AND BECOME A TEETOTALER.” 
\ NEW LEAF, 


puT I pon’r KNOW As I BE A-GOIN’ 


GILES, HALF MEASURES AKE BUT POOR MEASURES.” 


Giles (with unnecessary emphasis). ‘*‘ THAT THEY BE, ZUR!” 











CONSULAR CONVENIENCES. 

|** The duties of the British Consul are many and 
various. He is expected to find lost luggage, 
cash cheques for people who have “run short,” 
advance money on notes of hand—in fact, he is at 
the beck and call of every British touris:.”"—Daily 
Paper.) 

RunG up 4 a.m. by telegraph boy. “ Potty | 
arrives 7.15. Kindly meet her.” ‘* Bother! ”’ 
I exclaim, only in other words. ‘‘ Henry!” 
my wife expostulates. ‘* What language!” 
“Well, veal that,” I remark, and toss her 
the telegram. Instantly her suspicions are | 
roused. ‘* Who is ‘ Potty’?” ‘“* Haven't | 
an idea.” ‘I insist on knowing.” ‘ Wish | 
I knew myself.” This is a fact, but wife 
won't swallow it. ‘I believe she is one of | 
your old flames. Henry, you are horrid!” 
Wife very jealous. Evidently pictures 
charming little girl, blue eyes, sailor hat, 
and that sort of thing. By Jove, why 
not? Begin to think I ought to meet her. 

Rise two hours earlier than usual. Wife | 
astonished. ‘‘ You don’t mean to say——” 
“ T really think I should, my dear. Evidently 
the poor girl knows nobody.” ‘* Why doesshe 
come then?” ‘ Because she probably ai 
“Oh, don’t argue, Henry. [I think it dis- 
graceful, and I can only say that if you go 
and meet this Potty, as you call her * 
‘‘As the telegram calls her’””——‘‘I shall 
leave the house!” 


| too much for me. 


Try to be reasonable, but no go. Wife 
only loses temper. Prudence says, Stay 
at home; chivalry says, Go! Vision of 
lonely English girl, sailor hat, blue eyes, Xc., 

Leave wife in tears and 
hurry off to station. 


Train just in—crowds of people. Look 
about for Potty. Can't see any one who 
answers my idea. At last station-master 


| tells me there is a lady asking for British 
| Consul. 


Heart sinks as he points out bony 
spinster with wig over one eye. Advance 
nervously, hat in hand. ‘“ Pardon me, 
madam, but are you Potty?” “Sir!” 
Evidently a mistake. Apologise profusely 
and hold out telegram. ‘‘ Ah!”’ she cries, 
pacified, ‘the Consul! The very person I 
wanted. I have left my teeth behind at 
Geneva. If you would kindly wire for them 
to be sent on at once. I left them in a 


| tumbler on the wash-hand stand in the 


room—lI forget the number, but it’s quite 
easy to find. You go up in a lift to the 
third tloor, then down a long passage, turn 


|to right, and then it’s round the corner. 


And the name of the hotel is Dear 
me! I have forgotten it; but it is that big 


| white one with the green verandah, with 


a beautiful view of Vesuvius—at least, they 
said so in the advertisement, though I 
could see nothing but the railway station. 
No, I believe I am thinking of Naples or 
Rome or Chamounix; but if you would 


kindly wire there, I should be so much 
obliged.” 

By the time I have got on the trail of the 
teeth, the platform is empty. Apparently 
Potty has not turned up. Just starting home 
when porter says, * All right, Sir. I’ve put 
it in the cab, Sir.” “Put what?” “ Why, 
the parrot, Sir.” Porter explains that a 
parrot has arrived by 7.15 addressed to 
‘“* British Consulate, to be left till called | 
for.” Go out to cab. Find that parrot has 
ripped up all the cushions. However, no 
help but to tip porter and cabman. 

ome. Wife greets me with suspicious 
sweetness. ‘‘So you have met Po.ty, dar 
ling.”’ ‘Just what I haven’t done,” I growl. 
*: Why, there she is with you,” pointing to 
the parrot. ‘‘ But come in. Here is another | 
lady waiting to see you.’ As she speaks, 
second bony spinster rushes out, and 
threatens to embrace me. ‘So sweet of 
you to go and meet my poor dear Potty. I 
lost her yesterday at Lyons, and they wired 
me she would arrive at 7.15 this morning. 
Of course, J couldn't go out at such an 
hour, unescorted, so I thought you would 
be kind enough to meet her. So sorry to | 
trouble you, but you dear consuls are such | 


conveniences ! 





AN ANTHROPOLOGICAL 


EXPERIMENT. 


[‘‘ Professor Merke., of Gottingen, has pro- 
cured the head of a peasant dating from the seventh | 
or eighth century, and proposes to build on the | 
skull layers of tissue representing the flesh. He 
hopes thus to reconstruct a tolerably correct type of | 
early Teutonic humanity.””— Daily Chronicle. | 
PEASANT of many years ago, 

To olden times attention giving, 

Science is curious to know 
What you were like when you were living. 


Your skull we therefore dig from where 
A rude posterity had chucked it ; 

And then proceed with patient care 
And artful skill to reconstruct it. 


Fresh layers of tissue we impose, 
Of skin we spread another suit on, 
We fashion you new eyes and nose— 
Till there you stand, an ancient Teuton. 


And yet, alas! though thus complete, 
We fear it possibly may strike you 
That avy peasant in the street, 
Though modern, would be still more like | 
you! 








Assisting the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer. 

The Benlomond (after reading in the ** Times” | 
that a deficit in the Revenue may be expected). | 
Eh, mon! But it’s the duty of every well- | 
conducted ceetizen to prevent any increase 
o’ the income tax by consuming a larger 
quantity o’ guid Scots whuskey. 

[Increases the Revenue of the Police Court | 
on the following morning, when con- 
fronted by an unpatriotic magistrate. 








A Recollection—in time. 
British Officer (to German Officer). 
your nation ever suffer from pin-pricks ? 
German Officer. Yes; we did, out of all 
reason. 

British Oficer. And how did you settle 
them ? 

German Officer (grimly). With the needle- 
gun. 


Did 





Worse THAN THE CRAWLING Cas.—The 
| Van of Civilization. [Police please note. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE Dr1ary oF Topsy, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, March 13.— 
The House weeping for the private member, 
will not be comforted. CAWMELL- BANNERMAN 
soothingly says he is, “ after all,’’ a human 
Heywoop Joanstonr, declining to 


being. 


Sir E. J. Reed. “ Come, Mr. GoscueEn, this will never do. 


mince matters, calls him an anachronism. 
All arose out of events of Friday night. 
Some one had blundered about the print- 
ing of order of business. Consequence was 
that night set apart for Army Estimates 
was wasted. 

“Oh, very well,” said Prince ARTHOR, 
when situation was forced upon him. 
“Tf you won’t let us take Army Estimates 





BUSTLING HIM UP. 





to-night we can’t help ourselves. But we 
shall appropriate Tuesday night.” 

Now, Tuesday night was the private and 
especial property of CHANNING, who had 
arranged to devote it to discussion of that 
alluring topic, tuberculosis. Here was the 
master of festend going to pocket his prized 
possession. Sark says incident reminds 
him of familiar scene in the pantomime 








You ’re getting left behind in the matter of speed!" 


[In a letter to the Times, Sir Epwarp Reep, while approving in the main recent Admiralty designs, points out a lamentable lack of speed in recent 
cruisers for the British Navy as compared with those in Foreign Navies. | 





—— 
SS 
>= 
—SS 
———— 


JESSE AND THE ‘‘ FLAsH-PoINT IN A Foe.” 


Kindly Jim, the Linkman, “ Ye’re right, Mum, these ere wapours is wery confusin’ ; speshally with | 
| You trust yourself to me, Mum. 


them ’orrid boys all a ’ollerin’ at yer. 


I ’ll see yer right! 4 


jin person of Captain PHILLPortTs, 


There suddenly bursts forth row on the 
stage. Robbery and outrage are openly 
carried on in presence of belated policeman, 
who, observing small and harmless boy on 
outskirts of mob, pounces upon him and 
triumphantly hales him to the prison-house. 
Thus Princk ARTHUR, baffled in his attempt 
to get Army Estimates discussed on Friday, 
swoops down on the guileless CHANNING and 
carries off his Tuesday. 

Protests unavailing ; the big majority is 
mustered ; tuberculosis, the private member, 
his rights and privileges, are ruthlessly swept 
aside. 

What with influenza in the House and 
tuberculosis in the farm-yard, life is scarcely 
worth living. Pour comble de malheur, 
to-night news comes that dear Horace 
PLUNKETT, going a-cycling, has come an 
ugly cropper. And there are so many others 
the House could have better spared ! 

Business done.—Navy Estimates. 


T wesday.—One result of the prevalence of 
the imperialist spirit other than the seclusion 
of the SqurrE oF MaLwoop and Honest Joun 
Mortey, is apprehension of the growth 
and predominance of militarism in 
House of Commons. Example supplied the 
other night when General RussELL came 
down and abused us all because, when he 
arrived from West Coast of Africa, sick 
with malarial fever, he found no London 
doctor had experience of his case. It hap- 
pened some years ago; judging from gallant 
General’s choler it might have been yester- 
day. Evidently wasn’t going to stand that 
sort of thing. If it occur again would 
send a corporal’s guard, have somebody up, 
and give him a round dozen. 

To-night it was the Navy asserted itself 
Besides 
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having, nearly thirty years ago, galloped 


through Abyssinia, lunching daily off steak | 


cut from the living ox, the Captain has to 
live up to reputation of his grandfather, 
the one time famous Bishop of EXETER. 
That in itself no slight undertaking. Did 
very well to-night. Talking about recruit- 
ing, he expressed satisfaction that, in 
managing the business, the Government 
‘*hadn’'t taken their tone from demagogues 
opposite."’ At this there was a how! of 
| anguished indignation from landed gentry 
| below gangway. The dauntless ~~ 
facing about, observed, **I have heard 
sounds like that in the tropical forests of 
Africa.” 

‘Not a gentlemanly remark,” as Map- 
DISON, one of the landed gentry alluded to, 
protested. 

The retort is decidedly weak as compared 
with the provocation. Am afraid it shows 
how, already, the courage of civilians is 
being sapped by the growing arrogance of 
the mailéd fist. We see in Paris the evils of 
unchecked growth of this baleful influence. 
The worst may be expected from the force of 
| example. If the Generals and the Admirals 
| are to ride rough-shod over the House of 
Commons, the auxiliary forces will not long 
be left behind. No one who, on occasion 
of the visit of House of Commons to West- 
minster Abbey in Jubilee time, saw Colonel 
CHARLES Epwarp Howarp Vincent, V.C., 
mounted in command of the Queen’s West- 
minster Volunteers, will forget the thrilling 
| episode. It is a poor confession to make ; 
now the danger is passed no harm will come 
of admitting that had the Colonel carried 
| out what one time appeared to be his inten- 
tion,and ridden into Westminster Hall on 
| his haughty steed at the head of the pro- 
cession, there was no black-coated man 
amongst them who dared have laid 
| hand on the reins. Happily the Colonel 
did not push his advantage; remained 
on horseback outside, to the satisfaction of 
the crowd, who thought he was * Bogs” 
expanded after a long course of City dinners. 

i mention these matters as suggestive 
rather of reflection than of immediate action. 
| Sark is far from being an alarmist. I hap- 
| pen to know that he has been thinking a 
good deal of the matter of late. 

“Don't,” he says, “let us have any 
General-Staff business in the British House 
of Commons. Ccnspuez le militaire!” 

Busines done.—Captain PHILLPoTTs makes 
a sortie in Committee on Army Estimates. 

Friday. — Something quite touching in 
Trim Hraty's coming to the rescue of JESSE 
Couuiines, belated among the fogs and 
vapours of Petroleum Bill. House in mali- 
cious mood; evidently made up its mind to 


| have a lark with Under-Secretary; incen- | 


tive sharper since Don José happened to be 
on Treasury Bench keenly observant of his 
protégé. 

The scene realised sublimation of a good 
man struggling with adversity. JEssE feel- 
ing round in muddled endeavour to define 


““what is meant by the flash-point,” was | 
rudely jeered at by naughty boys on both | 


sides. ffort as futile as if he were wan- 
dering over the three acres in thick fog 
looking for the cow. ‘‘ Iam not a scientific 
man,” he pleaded, in tones calculated to 
soften the stoniest heart. They only 
laughed the louder. ‘ All vapour is in- 
flammable,”’ he defiantly affirmed. Whereat 
storm of derision thundered round the 
benevolent visage peering through the fog 
at the Table. 

When he sat down it seemed as if the 
Government would inevitably be defeated. 
The heather was ablaze with Scotch oil; 





| 
| 
| 
J ear 


}: 
ENGLISH 


** DISINTEGRATED,.”” SEPARATED INTO INTEGRANT PARTS WITHOUT CHEMICAL ACTION, 


revolt was marked on the Ministerial 
Benches ; House crowded, seething with 
excitement. Then forth stepped that mis- 
sionary of peace, that champion of the 
weak, that friendly helper of stumbling 
steps, whom an unappreciative world erst- 
while knew as TrucuLent Tru. He, of all 
men, rebuking the House for unmannerly 
treatment of an Under-Secretary was excel- 
‘lent. Subtler still, sped with shrewder 
intent, more instantly potent, was his cita- 
tion of the letter received by him from ‘the 
| Paris house of Roruscuitp.”’ Tim mouthed 
the phrase as if he were ushering in the 
principal arrival at a Levee. Never before 
was favoured by letter from ‘the Paris 
house of Roruscuitp.” What did it por- 
tend? Was his account overdrawn ? or 
was there to the fore some unexpected act 
of benevolence? In its mind's eye the 
crowded House saw Tr, in the seclusion of 
bis back parlour, tremblingly tearing open 
the missive. And what did he find? Why, 
an intimation that ‘“‘the Paris house of 
ROTHSCHILD” were prepared to sell petro- 
\leum lamp-oil of a flash-point of 100 on 
terms with which American houses could 
not compete. 


DICTIONARY 


ILLUSTRATED. 3. 








Throughout debate there had been hints 
of undercurrent of trade competitior. Avow- 
edly designed for safety of the poor man, 
there was suspicion of lobbying for and 
against the Bill, in the interesc of rival oil 
puiveycr’s When the Under-Secretary 
tlustered into insinuation on this line he was 
overwhelmed with angry shouts of ‘* With- 
draw!” Here was Tim, with his letter from 
‘*the Paris house of KoTHSCHILD,”’ easily 
and instantly reaching the flash-point. It 
illuminated the whole scene, and what 
looked like a Ministerial disaster was turned 
into rout of the assailants. 

Business done.—In Committee of Supply. 








Quid pro quo. 


Actor-Manager (to Dramatic Author). What 
I want is a one-part piece. 

Dramatic Author. That’s very easily 
arranged. You be number one, and “ part” 
to me. 








Tempus Epax Rerum.—Father Trme is 
always a Champion Oyster Swallower, as 


|he devours sixty “seconds” every minute! 














